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noticed Gregorys face, hitherto calm, turn dark and distorted
with rage.                                                                         j^
"I'll show you. ..." Gregor swiftly folded his arms
behind his back and rose from his stool. " You think I'd
go for the sake of rank ? You think you can hire me ?
Promising me a higher position ? I ..."                          k
" Wait a bit____"
" I spit on your rank ! "
" Wait I  You've got me all wrong ! "
" I've got you all right! " Gregor choked, and sat down
again on the stool. " You find somebody else ; I'm not
going to lead any cossacks across the Don ! "
" You're all worked up over nothing."
" I won't take the command. There's nothing more to
be said."
" Well, I'm not going to force you or to plead with you.
If you want to, you can ; if you don't, it's as you wisl^,
Our situation at the moment is very serious, and that's why-,
we decided not to let them go on with their preparations foi^
crossing if we could help it. I was joking about the rise in
rank. You never can take a joke. I was joking about the
women and you flared up just the same. I know you're
half a Bolshevik and don't like the officers. And you took
it all so seriously ! I was only teasing you, just to see you
flare up." Kudynov laughed so naturally that for a moment
Gregor was troubled by the thought that perhaps after all
he had been joking.
" All the same I refuse to undertake the command," he
said obstinately. "I've changed my mind."
Kudynov played unconcernedly with the end of his belti!T*
After a long silence he remarked :
" Well, whether you've changed your mind or whether
you're frightened, it doesn't matter. What does matter is
that you're spoiling our plans. But of course we shall find
someone else to send. Judge for yourself how serious
our position is. Kondrat Miedviediev has sent me a
new proclamation of theirs to-day. They're sending an army
against us. Here, read it for yourself, or you won't believe
me." He pulled a yellowing sheet of paper with brown ^
stains of blood on it out of his field wallet and handed it to
Gregor. " They found it on some commissar, a Latvian.
The serpent resisted to the last cartridge, and then threw *